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the Germans looked down upon the French murder-
ing one another, like gladiators in a huge amphi-
theatre.

During the Commune, Versailles presented the
strangest appearance. Sometimes the Deputies who
could find no quarters used to sleep in the Gallery
of the Mirrorsr which was transformed by turns into
a hospital ward and a dormitory. Stains of blood
may still be seen on the floor of this gallery. M.
Thiers had installed himself in the house of the
Prefect, which had been occupied a few days before
by the Emperor William.

From time to time, he would descend the steps to
receive the red flags, melancholy trophies of the
civil war, which were brought back by the victori-
ous army. By his side was Marshal MacMahon in
full uniform. The sound of the trumpet and the
roll of the drums was continually heard. At certain
points, the town looked like a seat of war; at others,
like a watering-place. The Place d'Armes was cov-
ered with cannon; and the crowd, when it saw pris-
oners arrive, did not always display the compassion
due to men beaten and disarmed. A little further,
and an elegant throng filled the rue des Reservoirs.
These fugitives, surprised at meeting one another,
used to walk up and down, recounting their experi-
ences, or they would sit at hotel tables, which re-
minded one of the Conversation Hall at Baden Baden.
The spring weather, the lovely evenings, the starlit
aights, presented a strange contrast to the savage